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been dancing a jig on a wooden box in a ring of laughing
soldiers* finds himself suddenly deserted. He sits down
mournfully. For the rest, the Tall Soldier's excite-
ment is met by blank disbelief, profane grumbling, an
invincible incredulity. But the regiment is somehow
sobered. One feels it, though no symptoms can be
noticed. It does not know what a battle is, neither does
the Young Soldier. He retires from the babbling throng
into what seems a rather comfortable dugout and lies
down with his hands over his eyes to think. Thus the
drama begins.

He perceives suddenly that he had looked upon wars
as historical phenomenons of the past. He had never
believed in war in his own country. It had been a sort
of play affair. He had been drilled, inspected, marched
for months, till he has despaired "of ever seeing a Greek-
like struggle. Such were no more. Men were better
or more timid. Secular and religious education had
effaced the throat-grappling instinct, or else firm finance
held in check the passions/'

Very modem this touch. We can remember thoughts
like these round about the year 1914. That Young
Soldier is representative of mankind in more ways than
one, and first of all in his ignorance. His regiment had
listened to the tales of veterans, " tales of gray be-
whiskered hordes chewing tobacco with unspeakable
valour and sweeping along like the Huns/* Still, he
cannot put his faith in veterans* tales. Recruits were
their prey. They talked of blood, fire, and sudden
death, but much of it might have been lies. They were
in no wise to be trusted. And the question arises
before him whether he will or will not "run from a
battle"? He does not know. He cannot know. /A
little panic fear enters his mind. He jumps up and
asks himself aloud, "Good Lord, what's the matte